12                  LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

the rest; you are still at the point of believ-
ing or of saying that when one says " Love, **
one loves. Have you promised in a contract
signed before a notary, or on a paper with
a vignette at the head ? When I was a
schoolboy I received from a dressmaker a
note surmounted by two hearts in flames
united by an arrow. My teacher began by
taking the letter, and ended by putting me
in prison. Then the object of this budding
passion consoled herself with my cruel
teacher. Nothing is so fatal as engagements
to those for whom they are made. Do you
know that if your love were promised, I
would think it impossible for you not to love
me? How could you not love me, you
who have made no promises to me, since
the first law of nature is to hold in horror
whatever has the air of an obligation.?. And,
In fact, every obligation is naturally bother-
some. In fine, if I had less modesty, I
would consider that if you had promised
your love to somebody, you will give it
to me, because you have promised me
nothing. You seem to me to be devout,
even superstitious. I am thinking at this